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Karen  Ray 


Telepathic  Line 


Some  little  lady 

from  a  long  distance  age 

reached  for  sterling  opiates 

as  she  softly  closed  the  door 

some  little  lady 

satin  nightgowned 

flowing  into  the  night 

thought  she  caught  a  glimmer 

but  she  could  not  catch  the  light 

some  little  lady 

touched  me 

touched  me  intra- time 

as  i  reached  for  sterling  opiates 

we  conversed  on  a  dime 


Sugar 


You're  sibilently  sweet 

Lest  we  forget 

There's  honey  dripping  from  your  hair 

Retired  teacher's  pet 


G.  Bryan   Polivka 


Sheep  in  the  Sun 


To  what  is  life  likened 

If  not  to  rich  hayfields 

Where  blindly  tread  hiking 

Sheep  who  seek  grass-yield? 

To  east  or  to  westward 

Toward  dust  or  to  dawnlight 
Hunting  the  best  world 

And  trampling  it  downright. 

At  sunrise  a  lotus, 

At  sunset  an  icon, 
But  noon- sun  gives  notice: 

The  path  wise  men  strike  on, 

There,  brightly  blazing, 
The  rays  lighten  shadow 

While  mystics,  star-gazing, 

Stand  trampling  the  meadow. 


WJM 


Leaving 


Sterile  white  completely  surrounded  her. 

It  was  much  like  being  in  an  eggshell. 

A  tiny  fluttering  movement  against  her  cheek 

a  black  moth  she  thought. 

It  was  in  truth  only  her  own  long  soft 

black  eyelashes, 

But  they  say  the  dying  see  more  than 

this  world. 

The  black  moth  struggles  to  fly  upward 

and  suddenly  it  is  off  her  cheek. 

All  is  blackness  searching 

She  finds  the  black  moth  and 

follows  it  upward. 


n  ft         JB&. 
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Laurie  Adams 


In  and  After  Storms 


Now  left  on  the  coral  to  quarrel  with  the  sea 
Again  we  spin  our  webs  of  glass  and  mourning  songs 
Against  an  afternoon  of  sun  spilt  into  wine 
Bleeding,  the  spent  day  dies  and  sinks  into  the  night. 
Waves  waking  dance  and  heave  their  hair  until  the  sky 
Thrusting  their  swelled  chests  beyond  the  rocks, 
Spitting  and  sighing  against  the  land. 
Fury  like  horse  hooves  hitting  sand. 

Vastly  broke  the  wind  in  waves,  cold  in  the  rain 

Writhing  were  the  trees.   Crying  cracking  screaming  sky 

Cease  the  agony  of  empty  twilights  silent 

From  lilac  to  electric  blue.   Die  hard  and  often: 

Behind  the  wind  opens  the  flower  that  closes  with  the  dawn 

Beyond  the  storm  I  smell  your  hair  softer  then  than  moonshine 

Your  skin  of  dampened  sun-graced  sand  and  your  hands  your  hands 

Stopping  my  head  holding  my  face  your  hands 

Against  the  coming  sun  into  my  whorl  print  fingertips 
Spiraled  the  line  drawn  by  your  bones  defined  by  flesh 
Under  the  sun  under  the  moon  back  will  trace  your  body 
From  flesh  to  bones  to  dust.   The  firm  and  constant  line 
Fractured.   Held  in  the  earth  like  stones  along  the  coast 
Smoothing  into  sand,  the  bones  will  yield  to  the  soil. 
Never  will  the  flowing  cease  until  no  rocks  remain. 

Settle  the  pulse  of  the  sea,  the  moon  no  more 

Settle  the  waves  of  lapping  woven  light 

Beyond  the  sky,  beyond  the  past,  beyond  belief,  beyond  the  sea. 
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Laurie  Adams 


12/16/78:   Day  3;  At  the  Airports 


When  the  last  dawn  day 

gawks  through  the  mire 

and  the  purple  bells  fall 

to  fire  the  last  gone  sleigh 

the  last  gone  day 

we  fly  to  skies  ungloved. 

High  the  song  of  silver  squeals 

crystal  sand  in  ice.   Roam  the 

dogs  of  wooded  byres  roam 

the  long  green  rice0   Candy 

slick  cathedral  stalls  origami 

maidens  fighting  fall.   Careless 

heartless  flatten  balls  orange 

footprints  carriage  calls  came 

to  parking  scrumptious  lies 

the  worst  of  all  the  best  of  mine. 

Worms  of  wool  and 

geese  and  quail  spiral 

like  a  sinking  whale  down 

the  spout  the  gyroscope  give 

me  nothing  give  me  hope 

once  the  world  stops  on  a  wing 

the  endless  cry  of 

mortar  beams  and  rice  and 

cotton  and  ice  and  fairs 

of  silky  spangled  grease.   Blast ly 

came  the  wind  in  heaves 

the  wheat  in  sheaves  and 

death  like  nails. 


Four  or  one  of  more  the  same 
simple  task  of  being  the  same 
pink  paper  for  a  munching  man 
who  sank  the  castle  into  sand0 

Hourly  riding  the  humid  tale 
over  the  onion  valley  of 
snails  that  glide  through 
ochre  clouds  the  best  of 
all  is  far  too  loud  to  smile 
the  easiest  play  playing  the 
toes  of  scarlet  ties. 

To  really  ride  the  dragon  off 
the  fitted  bear  in  case  the 
home  of  sheen  and  crimes 
like  fun  babboons  and  signs  of 
coca  rum.   Vastly  grew  the 
hands  of  loss  crassly  broke 
the  glass  of  head. 
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Michael  Roberts 


there  is  a  wisdom  in  the  blood 

beyond  the  measure  of  instruments 

which  is  known  or  unknown 

never  taught  but  perhaps  awakened 

as  a  touch  awakens  love. 

there  is  a  bondage  to  old  things 

a  bondage  which  does  not  chaff  or  hinder 

but  reassures  and  guides  the  way 

through  iungles  which  are  different  yet  the  same 

as  every  wilderness  the  race  has  seen. 

there  is  a  map  within  which  does  not  lie 

the  treasure  of  generations 

ransoms  you  from  darkness 

you  have  friends  beyond  this  world 

that  remember  in  you  ancient  terrors 

that  stalked  dust  when  it  was  flesh. 

do  not  lightly  discount  dreams 

or  fables  of  mellow  vintage 

truth  may  wear  a  thousand  faces 

and  speak  with  voices  various  and  strange. 
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Glenda  Savage 


In  this  safe  season 

I  lay  my  birch-rod  by 

To  part  the  ivy  with  my  hands. 

Admit  no  reason 

That  you  must,  startled,  fly 

From  me.   My  bodice  hides  no  bands 

To  make  you  less  fleet. 

White  breasts  will  expiate 

The  red  assassin,  robin. 

Holly-draped  we  meet 

In  winter.   Celebrate 

The  ivy  spring.   But  if  again 

Prophetic  bird,  you  find 

A  warning  omen  in  the  moon  or  sky- 

If  still  the  stars  divined 

Ill-fate  -  I'd  prophesy  no  need  to  fly, 


Martha  Speer 


The  butterfly 

Will  break  her  fragile  wings 

Lingering  too  long  at  the  open  petals 

Of  an  exotic  flower, 

And  she  can  not  fly 

Without  wings. 

Presently, 

I  will  disengage 

These  sweaty  limbs  from  yours,  pausing  only 

Long  enough  to  gather 

The  pieces  of  my 

Broken  wings. 


Punk 


Her  gaunt  painted  face  framed  coal-black  orbs. 
Feathery  white  hair  described  an  eerie  halo. 
A  string  of  rhinestones  caught  the  light 
and  threw  it  back  in  prisms . 
Her  eyes  reflected  the  diffusion 
of  a  generation's  talent. 

A  piece  of  rope  cinched  a  flimsy  T-shirt  about  her  waist. 
Baby  feet  enclosed  in  Daddy's  army  boots  stamped  the  pavement, 
A  welt  across  her  cheek  burned  the  sweet  struggle 
of  the  night  before  on  her  memory. 

To  a  little  girl  who  has  eaten  chocolate  all  her  life- 
How  else  can  she  perceive  the  suffering  of  the  world? 
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Mark  Brown 


Pondering  the  Iceflows 


Along  my  way  I  happened  to  come  by  a  pond, 
And  it  being  winter  and  all,  the  water  there 
Sported  a  thin  crust  of  transparent  ice. 
I  stopped  to  look,  But  I  doubt  if  I 
Really  did  see,  for  I  had  been  pondering 
Many  a  deep  answer  without  knowing 
To  which  question  they  belonged. 

The  ice  fascinated  me,  and  I  longed  to  touch  it 
But  it  being  so  cold,  and  1  was  already 
Shivering,  that  I  refrained,  and  whiled  away 
My  time  looking,  searching  for  the  meaning 
Of  ice.   Naturally  since  I  had  no  question 
I  wanted  to  ask,  I  came  up  with  no  immediate 
Answer,  and  I,  just  pondering  the  pond, 

Walked  away  with  yet  another  obscure 
Thought  to  boggle  my  simple  mind. 
Many  times  it  has  been  asked  about  the 
Meaning  of  life,  and  many  has  been  the 
Answer,  though  not  all  satisfactory.   But 
Standing  there  for  those  brief  moments  I 
Noticed  that  water  flows,  ice  doesn't. 
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daniel  kennon   slone 


Effigy 


There  was  a  burning  in  the  back  of  my  head; 
The  flames  glowed  blue  around  me. 
And  while  we  wept  and  scampered  in  the  dark 
No  one  saw  the  effigies. 

Hung  up  in  the  night,  necks  rope  twisted- 
Swaying  to  and  fro 

They  lit  the  paths  with  flames  too  bright  for  burning. 
The  flames  cavorted- 

The  effigies  hung  from  the  courthouse  ceilings; 
From  the  suburban  trees; 
From  the  office  doorways,  and 
From  the  church  steeples. 

In  the  shadows,  souls  scurried  for  cover, 
Disturbed  by  sudden  flares  of  light, 
But  never  looking  up, 
Only  pulling  the  darkness  closer  around. 

At  midnight  it  was  brightest, 

Great  tongues  of  flame  licked  away  the  darkness 

While  little  islands  of  burning  straw 

Floated  to  the  ground. 

There  was  no  sound,  but  the  crackle  of  fire. 

There  was  no  sleep  for  frightened  souls 

As  the  light  found  every  corner, 

Each  was  sealed  in  a  seperate  room 

Cut  off  by  the  glare. 

When  the  morning  came, 

Charred  tatters  swung  in  the  early  breeze  - 

A  fresh,  cleansing  breeze  that  blew  the  ashes  loose 

And  hurried  the  smoke  away. 

The  souls  crept  out  of  their  hiding  places, 

Seeking  refuge  in  the  burned-out  husks  of  the  effigies 
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I  am  an  eye,  set  upon  the  table  before  myself. 
I  am  an  I,  and  am  sometimes  lost. 
Open. . .wink. . .blink. . .sleep. . .cry. . .closed. 
I  am  an  I,  and  am  sometimes  lost  -  without  protection, 
Watching  myself,  watching  me  watching  myself. 
Soot,  cinders,  sparks  and  ashes  are 
What  I  pull  around  me. 
But  God  watches  out  for  us  all- 
Soot  and  cinders  I  pull  around  me 
As  I  step  out  into  the  Wind. 

They  hang  -  row  after  row  after  row, 

As  far  as  the  eye  can  see. 

Some  are  still;  some  spin  slowly 

Eventhough  the  breezes  haven't  blown  for  years. 

Bright  flames  flicker  out  of  empty  eye  sockets; 

Withered  lips  expose  glowing  grins. 

The  fire  consumes  them  slowly  - 

Inside,  dull  red  coals  glow  during  the  day 

But  at  night  the  embers  burst  into  flame 

And  the  effigies  are  hung  -  left  to  burn; 

To  light  the  sky,  to  drive  away  the  chill, 

To  twitch  and  dance  as  the  flame  draws  its  sustenence, 

And  the  flames  feed  upon  each  other, 

Snapping,  leaping,  building  until  the  sky's  alight 

And  the  fabric  of  the  heavens  blazes. 

The  arsonist  died  - 

Trapped  in  the  rampaging  flames 

Matchbook  still  in  hand. 

The  flame  still  burns. 
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Jon  Jefferson 


The  Spider's  Song 


Merrily  I  come  a  -  wooing 

Fat  and  glossy,  in  my  prime. 

Wise  in  courtship's  wanton  whimsy, 
Skipping  four  jigs  all  awhirl: 
I  will  end  this  widow's  ruing, 
Step  with  her  a  giddy  time, 

Rend  her  silken  veil  so  flimsy, 
Charm  her  black  to  green  of  girl 


The  Widow's  Dirge 


Bless  my  widowed  heart!  it's  breaking  - 
Why,  oh,  why  has  my  love  died? 
(Why  was  he  so  thin  and  grisly, 
Such  a  meager  nuptial  spread?) 
Sir,  you're  so  kind  to  be  taking 
Care  of  a  hence  -  widowed  bride 

(By  the  glance  this  plump  fool  gives  me, 
Ere  morn  I'll  be  wed,  bed,  fed!) 
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SABBAT 


is  a  Junior  Art  Major.   Her  work  has  been  published  in  Quad, 
The  Southern  Accent,  and  The  Southerner.   She  has  also  served 
as  official  photographer  for  several  special  group  events  in 
Atlanta,  Tennessee,  and  Oklahoma. 

is  a  Sophomore,  majoring  in  Psychology.   He  started  photography, 
as  a  hobby,  two  years  ago.   Now,  he  works  mostly  in  black  and 
white,  and  recently  has  been  experimenting  with  hand-coloring 
his  photographs. 

,  a  past  editor  of  Quad,  graduated  last  year  from  B-SC.   He 
is  now  working  for  his  master's  degree  at  Chapel  Hill. 

is  a  Junior  English  major.  She  was  photographer  for  her 
high  school  yearbook  her  senior  year.  This  is  her  first 
appearance  in  Quad. 


is  a  recent  graduate  of  B-SC. 
for  his  master's  degree. 


He  is  now  at  U.A.B.  working 


GLENDA  SAVAGE 


is  a  Senior  Graphics  Major:   "I  work  mainly  in  Printmaking, 
Airbrush,  and  Pencil.   The  images  I  produce  have  become  a 
language  that  allows  me  to  communicate  with  other  people 
and  with  myself.   These  images  are  translations  of  impressions 
left  within  me  as  I  continue  to  experience  my  environment. 

is  glad  this  is  the  last  page  of  this  magazine,  and  that  she 
can  quit  typing  soon. 


DAN    SLONE... 


MARTHA  SPEER  .  . 


CHERI    WHEAT 


CAL  WIGGINS  . 


is  Assistant  Editor  of  The  Hilltop  News, 
contributor  to  Quad. 


He  is  a  regular 


"As  a  Senior  Political  Science  Major,  I  traveled  to  London  in 
January  of  1979.   'Punk'  was  inspired  by  an  extreme  culture 
shock  that  I  experienced  one  afternoon  while  browsing  through  th 
punk-rock  paraphernalia  stores  in  Chelsea.   And  for  those  of  you 
that  have  been  my  ardent  readers  for  the  past  four  years,  I  give 
you  yet  another  butterfly  poem." 

,  a  Senior  Art  Major,  spent  last  January  in  Mexico.   The 
photographs  printed  here  were  taken  in  Oaxaca  and  Santo  Domingo. 

started  his  photography  three  years  ago.  He  is  self  taught  and 
his  work  has  appeared  in  The  Southern  Accent  and  various  photo- 
fairs. 


GLADYS  WILLIAMS. 


WJM  . 


is  a  Junior,  majoring  in  History  and  Political  Science: 
"Photography  is  a  hobby.  I  work  exclusively  in  black  and  white 
and  prefer  doing  still  life. 


has  been  published  in  Quad  over  the  last  four  years, 
honor  her  request  for  anonymity. 

Everyone  else  is  either  shy  or  forgetful. 


We 
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